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My Name's David 


You know what | could do with right now? A smoke. | could do with a smoke. But | haven't smoked in over 


twenty five years and, along with drugs and drinking, it's not a habit that | want to pick up again. 


It's raining here in LA. Sheets of the stuff with thunder and lightning. The clouds are thick and black, turning 
bluey-purple when the lightning streaks through them. I'd forgotten how crazy LA's storms could be and I'm 
happy that | can sit out on this patio and just watch it. | don't have to lug gear from a broken van. | don't 
have to go panhandling outside of some shitty burger joint. Instead, | can just sit here, in this wicker chair, 
with my feet propped in another and savour the feeling of the humid air being washed away. 


You know what else | miss along with the smoking? The sex. Damn, | fuckin’ miss the sex right now. I'm one of 
those people that, even in their fifties, can go for hours. | love it. Love the high. Love the feeling of power that 
comes with the act. 


I've lost count of how many men I've slept with over the years. Hundreds? Thousands? | couldn't tell you. In 
the early days, back when | was slimmer than | am now, | used to keep a record. At one point, | had a notebook 
filled with names and phone numbers. If | called them up for another round, I'd put a tally mark beside their 


name. Some stuck around, coming for ride after ride. Some | only picked up for a night, enough for me to get 


that hit before they were back out on the streets. 


Goodness knows what kinds of illnesses I'm riddled with. | started in the 80's, before the STD epidemics began. 
Protection was something only safe people used | was living on the edge, dicing with death with every fuck. One 
of the things | need to do is get my ass to the doctor and get myself tested. The only time | visit the doctor 
is when | come back off tour with a raging cold. That's the drugs for you, not the sex. The drugs destroyed 
my immune system. The sex, with all the positive endorphins it releases, should have helped guard against that. 


But it doesn't. 


| have a boyfriend. We've been together since we met back in ‘83. But even he's not been enough to cope with 
my high sex drive. It took him a couple of years to accept that he'd come home to find me in bed with 
another man. I'll admit that our drug addictions didn't help the situation and | didn't top someone until | cleaned 
up in 1990. Then it was my boyfriend's turn to taste what | could give him. And he's never looked back. Even 
now he'll still beg me to fuck him, knowing that it'll be dawn before he's allowed to sleep. By that time both of 


us will have orgasmed several times, our come pooling on the bed, or wherever we've decided to fuck. 


There was something | didn't admit to myself while | was cleaning up from drugs and learning to live a clean 
life. It wasn't just the drugs and the drink that were a problem. It was the sex, too. Like | said, | can go for 
hours. Rather than hitting the streets and bars, these days | spend hours scouring the internet and Grindr for 
my next hit. l'm not fussy about who | sleep with although | do try and keep their age around mine. Or maybe 
a little younger because there's nothing like spreading out a young twink and giving him his first hard fucking. 
Being a part of the music industry helps as well. There's people out there who want to fuck a rock star. They 
want to go and boast about who they've slept with and I've seen my name crop up on several lists. 


But it was becoming too much and | didn't realise how much | was losing through it. Not only was | losing my 


hard fought for career and sanity, | was also losing the one thing that meant more to me than life itself. 
Dave. 


| was losing Dave. The man who'd loved me through and thin. The man who, to the outside world, looks like a 
loudmouthed bone head, but to me is the sweetest, kindest person on the face of the planet. He's never 
complained about who I've slept with. He's never wanted me to change. It was only when | saw the sadness in 
his eyes that | realised that something was wrong. 


That was two weeks ago. I'd a guy on Facebook. He'd messaged me and we'd started chatting. He seemed sweet 
and was a fan in his thirties. He wanted to meet up for coffee and music talk. | wanted to meet up to see if | 


could make my way in to his pants. 
Dave had called my name as I'd stood at the door, ready to leave. His voice had sounded so broken and sad. I'd 
turned and found myself looking in to eyes that were filled with pain and sadness. Dave's heartbreak was so 


evident that, for the first time in over thirty years, I'd found myself stalling. 


"Please don't do, David Please. Please stop this | can't take it any more. Please, David." 


His voice had trailed off and I'd watched as a single tear had slid down his cheeks. Thirty years he'd held the 
heartbreak and pain deep inside of himself. Thirty years he'd watched as l'd gone out, night and day, to try and 


find my next fix. It wasn't just the drugs that nearly ruined us. It was also the sex. 


"This isn’t healthy. Please get help, David Please, Im begging you. | love you but | cant watch you do this again | 


cant wake up tomorrow knowing that youre in the quest room with some stranger. Please dont do it again." 


Until that moment, I'd never really understood how powerful words could be. I'd never thought that anything 


Dave said to me would hit me as hard as it had in that moment. 


Instead of walking out of the door, | wrapped my arms around him and held him close as he cried out thirty 


years of pain. 
The next morning | flew to LA and checked myself in to an addiction centre. 


Hi. My name's David and I'm an addict. 


